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she had begun to have Red sympathies, which had got her into
trouble with the authorities and ended in her arrest as a spy. The
women in the courtyard had all been arrested as wives, sweethearts,
or relatives of men in the Red Army, and the White soldiers were
making full use of them before leaving them for their menfolk to
find them full of lead. But for the White officer's preferring a
kind of moral persuasion to the sheer use of brute force, LepinsMy's
bride would also have been on the grating before receiving the
bullet which the exigencies of civil war had decided was her due.
Lepinsky spared none of the details in telling this lurid tale, and
it seemed to me to be quite the most unromantic beginning to a
love-match I had ever heard. But the lady had duly married her
oiled and curled St. George and here they were, I gathered that
his marriage had been a factor in deciding the Jew to give up his
military career, so it looked as if he at least were genuinely fond.
The story over, Gorki suggested that we join the ladies in the
next room.
Gorki and the Jew went first. I hung behind for a moment to
exchange an uncomplimentary comment regarding the new-comer
with the other guest. I heard the voice of the Jew's wife, therefore,
before I saw her. It pulled me up sharply in the middle of a laugh*
But I was through the door-way before my mind could name to
itself the shock that was filtering through it, gaping across the room,
uncomprehending, unbelievingly, at the ghost of Natasha.
I had barely time to assure myself that it was really she when
Gorki turned to introduce us, the Jew standing possessively beside
them. Seeing them together thus I realized that she must be his
wife, about whom he had been telling us. She was older in appear-
ance by several years, much more mature, but the anxiety of her
civil war experiences had not hurt her looks. She was thinner,
perhaps, and less shy-looking, as if something had happened to
reinforce her and give her courage to look things and people more
steadily in the face, but she was still Natasha, dark and beautiful.
She showed not a sign of embarrasstnent at meeting me. We
looked at each other in silence for a few seconds, then she held out
her hand quite calmly.
CT know Comrade Blair. We are old friends,'* she said.
Immediately all the women were around, Morosova, Irma with
her large, questioning eyes, wanting to know where we had met,
what we had known of each other.
I was still too stupefied by the encounter to be very coherent,
but between us we managed to satisfy them roughly with tie
circumstances of our old acquaintance. Lepinsky interrupted as
soon as he was decently able, looking as if he wore jealous of any